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Author's Notes: 
Hereteu is one of the earliest (Ith century) recorded names of Hartlepool - hometown of Janick Gers. And 


Dafydd ap Moreb is Welsh, roughly translated as David, son of Murray. 


Janick of Hereteu slowly climbed out of the misty fog filling the valley below, up the hill towards the light of a 
fire - not the bonfire of a Beltane celebration, but a small campfire. The old man in the village he'd passed 
through earlier in the day had suggested he remain there overnight as it was Beltane, warning him that he'd 


not want to be caught out alone after nightfall, as ‘twas an uncanny time when the Veil grew thin. 


And yet, Janick hoped he would be caught out alone. Or more accurately, that he'd find a place where the Veil 
was thin enough to allow him to see and hear the music of the Fair Folk. Add to that, his desire to avoid the 
explanations that would inevitably be needed when he turned down invitations to leave the fires with various 
girls - and he knew that as a stranger to the area, and one whose looks differed greatly from the usual here, 


he'd get multiple invitations - he hadn't wanted to stay in the village. 


He had no attraction to the female form, but to the male, and even here, the Christian religion had gained 


enough of a following that people had started to look upon those attracted to their own sex with some 


disfavour. As even the Christians still participated in the old rites, Janick hadn't wanted to risk offending a local 


girl or getting into a confrontation over his preferences. 


A Beltane child himself, Janick had grown up with a love of and talent for music. His mother often said that his 
talent came from his sire, a wanderer from a far distant land, who'd hired himself out to a northern trader 
for the sake of seeing more of the world. The trader's ship needed repairs, and the village of Hereteu supplied 
the materials in exchange for some luxuries they'd be unlikely to see, let alone afford, otherwise. His mother 
had chosen to partner with his sire at the village Beltane festival, drawn by the man's talent on the shepherd's 
pipe, and he'd been the result. 


When Janick was but six, a bard passed through Hereteu, and on hearing the young child's ability to coax a 
tune out of a shepherd's pipe too big for his small hands to properly play, stayed for several weeks and 
crafted a small harp for Janick. He also recommended to Janick's mother that she send her son to the 
Harpers’ School that still existed in Cymru on the western coast, once the boy was of an age to do so. She 
died of a fever when he was twelve, but with the help of the village wisewoman, Janick outfitted himself for 


the journey and headed west. 


Now eighteen, Janick had learned to play several more instruments than just the shepherd's pipe and the harp. 
More than that, he'd learned the magic of music - magic to sway the listener's emotions, magic to heal, even 
magic to do small tasks such as mend torn fabric and even start a fire without the use of a fire drill or flint 
and a sparkstone. The master bards teaching at the Harpers’ School pronounced him ready to set out on his 
own, to travel and learn more of life away from the shelter of the school. 


However, when Janick had been fourteen, he'd once heard a haunting tune on the breeze and asked his teacher 
about it. The teacher had hustled him inside and warned him that "twas the music of the Fair Folk, and that 
they should be avoided whenever possible, and treated with the utmost politeness if he should be so 
unfortunate as to encounter them." But he'd never been able to get that tune out of his mind, and decided 
when his time of travels began, that he would try to put himself into a position to hopefully hear the music 


once again. Perhaps he could even learn some of it. 


"Hail the camp," Janick called as he drew close enough to the fire to see the shadowy form of a person sitting 


by it. 


The figure started and turned to look in his direction, obviously not having expected company. "Approach and 


be welcome," a soft male voice called back. 


Janick nearly stumbled when he drew close enough to get a good look at the stranger. Silky golden hair 
cascaded in waves around an apple-cheeked face wearing a merry smile and bearing the largest and brightest 
blue eyes he'd ever seen. Janick barely managed to keep from stuttering as he said, "Thank you for the 


welcome. l'm Janick of Hereteu." 


‘lm called Dafydd ap Moreb, the other man said, standing and offering a hand. "Well met, Janick of Hereteu." 


"Well met, Dafydd ap Moreb," Janick replied, clasping the offered hand warmly and noting that the other man 
was just a touch shorter than himself. He brightened when he spotted a harp beside the spot where Dafydd 


had been siting. "I'm surprised you're not at a bonfire somewhere, playing for the Beltane rites," he added. 


Dafydd chuckled. "| could say the same thing of you," he said. "You've the look of one just starting out from 
the Harpers’ School. I'd have expected you to remain there until after Beltane, to enjoy one last festival with 
your friends there. Besides which, not many follow the path which leads here." He didn't say that he knew 
Janick had just left the school, and that he'd seen Janick once before. 


Janick shrugged. "I didn't have many friends there," he said truthfully. "No one close enough that I'd want to 
celebrate with them, at least. Setting out a bit early seemed the right thing to do when | left. As to the path | 
followed, | was benighted by the fog in the valley, and I'm not sure I'm on the path | set out on when | started 
- although since | had no clear destination in mind, l'm not sure it matters." Changing the subject, he asked, 


"Have you eaten? I've oatcakes and some cheese, and I'd be glad to share." 


"And I've some cattail roots roasting in the fire," Dafydd told him. "And also some dried apples and a bit of 


wine. We'll have a proper feast between us." 


"Perhaps music after the meal?" Janick suggested. "| see you carry a harp, so | would guess that you're a 


musician as well, if not a bard in your own right." 


‘I'm always happy to play, and to let you judge my skill for yourself," Dafydd told him, still smiling. He dropped 
back down beside the fire, raising his hand and guiding the flames back with a gesture. He pulled several leaf- 
wrapped bundles from the coals and handed half to Janick, along with several pieces of dried apple and a small 


but full wineskin. 


"| look forward to it" Janick smiled and sat as well, pulling the oatcakes and cheese from his pack. He divided 
the food into four portions, so they'd each have a meal tonight and another one in the morning, and passed one 
portion over to his companion. He also tried to convince himself that the jolt he felt when their hands brushed 


together each time they passed the wineskin to one another was just a figment of his imagination. 


The two chatted comfortably over their shared meal, although Dafydd often answered questions about his 
past much more vaguely than Janick did. Afterwards, they both reached for their harps. "You first," Dafydd 


said with a smile. 


Janick nodded. "All right," he agreed as he plucked the strings of his harp to check the tuning. Satisfied, he 


launched into a spritely tune he'd composed himself, swaying in time with the music as he played. 


Dafydd watched Janick as he played, admiring the slender man's skill as well as his dark blond curls and smoky 
grey eyes. It wasn't often a mortal found his way through the mists and into the Realms, and most of those 
who did, were frantic to get back to somewhere familiar. Janick, however, seemed perfectly content to explore 
wherever the road took him. "Beautiful," he murmured as Janick's hands stilled on the strings. But his eyes 


were fixed on Janick's face. 


"Thank you," Janick murmured, blushing under Dafyda's gaze. 


Reaching out, Dafydd gently tucked a stray curl behind Janick's ear. "You're welcome." He tilted his head 


curiously and asked, "May | ask what has you so flustered?" 
Janick swallowed. "You," he admitted softly. 


In reply, Dafydd simply tilted Janick's head up with a soft smile of his own, and leaned in to capture his lips in 
akiss both tender and passionate, slowly and firmly savouring the taste of the taller man 


Janick closed his eyes and moaned softly as he returned that kiss, his arms slipping softly around Dafydd's 
neck. His fair cheeks flushed red as his body responded to the closeness. 


Dafydd waved a hand, creating a cushioning spell on the ground near the fire. He lifted Janick up laid him down 
on the cushioned area without breaking that kiss. He stripped off his clothing, then gently removed Janick's 


clothes as well. "So warm and welcoming," he murmured. 


Janick watched him closely, his eyes bright with adoration as Dafyda's slender form was revealed to him a 


piece at a time. "Gods.. You're so beautiful” 


Dafydd blushed as he pulled out a vial of oil and set it somewhere convenient for when it would be needed, 
then he settled down next to Janick. "You must be looking in a mirror, then, because | don't see anything but 
the beauty before me." He ran a gentle finger over Janick's earlobe and traced it slowly down his neck to his 


chest. "So very much beauty." 


Janick's eyes dropped as his cheeks once again flamed red. He shivered a little at the soft touch. "| might 
manage ‘handsome’ on my good days. But beautiful is another category in men.. and | don't reach it" He leaned 


up, eager for a taste of Dafydd's skin as he gently brushed his lips over the bard's ear. 


Whatever words Dafydd might have planned to use to refute Janick's claim were lost in a hungry moan at 
that touch on his sensitive ear. The rapid swelling of his member just reinforced his obvious enjoyment of the 


caress. Meanwhile his own hands explored Janick's torso, mapping out every line of skin and muscle. 


Janick blinked a little and then smiled as desire lit his eyes. His hands, rough with the callouses from his harp, 
cradled Dafydd's strong shoulders as he slowly started to explore how sensitive that ear was with soft, slow 
kisses and licks of his tongue. 


Dafydd moaned again, his hips rocking gently as he lightly thrust his cock against Janick's. His own hands 


continued tracing Janick's body with reverent tenderness and passion 


Janick had trouble in catching each breath as his hips started to rock helplessly, his hardened cock sliding 
against Dafyda's in slow rhythm. "Oh.. oh gods." A soft, pleasured growl left him as he introduced his teeth to 


the sensual torment of Dafydd's ear. One hand slipped around in the meantime, wrapping around both their 
cocks to keep them together. 


"Gods." Dafydd shuddered, his cock twitching against Janick's. "That's so.. incredible." He managed to coat his 
fingers in the oil and started teasing gently at the taller man's tight entrance. 


Janick whimpered softly in encouragement, arching his back a little to press onto that invading finger. "Yes. Yes, 


that feels so good." he breathed hungrily. 


Dafydd purred, thrusting that finger gently, curling and stretching the taller man until he could add a second 
finger as well. He leaned in to nuzzle lightly against Janick's neck. "Definitely beautiful," he whispered. "So very 


beautiful." 


"Do you mean that." Janick gasped softly, writhing against those fingers and tightening his hand a little around 
their throbbing shafts. "Oh, Dafydd... tell me you really do want me." 


"| mean it, Janick," Dafydd whispered as he worked his fingers gently. "| want you all right. Want to feel you in 
my arms.. want to watch you coming apart at my touch. Want to hear you moan when | sink my cock into 


that hot arse. Want to fuck you so hard and deep that you'll taste it when | come inside you." 


Janick seemed torn between blushing like a youngling and writhing eagerly under those talented fingers. 
"Dafydd." he moaned softly, his skin burning, his eyes fluttering closed, and words lost in pleasure. "Dafyad.. 


please... please don't make me wait." 


"| won't," Dafydd promised, reaching for the oil once more and pulling away from Janick's grasp to coat his 
shaft. Withdrawing his fingers, he aimed the head of his cock at Janick's entrance and slowly pressed forward, 
keeping his eyes on his lover's face and pausing at any sign of pain. He moaned softly as that tight heat 
started to enfold his cock "Gods, Janick." 


Janick sucked in a sharp breath, his hands coming up to cradle Dafydd's face his grey eyes filled with bliss and 
need as he rocked his hips up to meet his lover's thrusts. "So good," he murmured, the sentiment echoed by 
his long legs wrapping around Dafydd's waist. "Oh gods!" 


Dafydd's bright blue eyes gazed into Janick's face with adoration as he thrust slowly and steadily. He dropped 
his oiled hand between them to curl slim fingers around his lover's cock, stroking him in time with his slow and 


sensual thrusts. "So very beautiful, Janick." he whispered, leaning in to lick at his lover's pale nipples, teasing 


them into tight little points. 


Janick's ragged breath left him in a sensual moan each time Dafydd's hard cock thrust into him. He lifted a 
hand, tangling it in his lover's hair as he encouraged him to suck harder with a little pressure. "You feel.. so 
good." He bucked his hips up slowly in rhythm with Dafydd's thrusts, his free hand roaming down to grip his 
lover's taut backside. "Dafydd. need you so much..." 


Dafydd shivered, his own breath catching in his throat as he sucked firmly on one pert nipple. He gave a little 
twist of his hips with each thrust, aiming to brush his lover's sweet spot with each movement as his free 


hand came up to sink into Janick's hair. "Mmm.. as good as you feel, Janick, | might never let you go." 


‘Oh... my.. gods!" Every thrust brushed over that sensitive spot deep within Janick, bringing those rising cries 
to a fever pitch. He gasped in delight as he writhed beneath Dafydd, cupping his lover's arse tightly as he 
gave back as good as his lover offered. "Oh Dafydd." he whispered. "As good as you feel, | might never leave." 


Dafydd chuckled warmly. "I'd like that," he moaned. He tightened his fingers around Janick's shaft, his hand 


moving faster as he nuzzled at Janick's neck, his thrusts also speeding up accordingly. 


"Don't stop.." Janick pleaded, bucking up beneath him wantonly. "Oh gods..Dafydd, | can't take it!" He opened his 
mouth again, but any words were lost as he cried out sharply, shuddering in pleasure as he spilled his warm 


seed between their stomachs and Dafydd's talented hand. 
Dafydd moaned, letting his own desires control his actions, his hips snapping forward as he cried out Janick's 
name in ecstasy when he climaxed deep within his lover's tight passage. "Gods, Janick." he whispered, pressing 


a soft kiss to his lover's neck as he tried to breathe again. 


Janick's eyes closed as tightly as the arms he wrapped around Dafydd. "Thank you," he whispered. "Thank you 


so much. | didn't know. | didn't realize.." 

Dafydd blinked. "I was.. was your first?" 

"Yes," Janick said. 

"Thank you," Dafydd said softly, caressing Janick's face. "| think | owe you a tune now." He reached out his hand, 
summoning his harp to his grasp. Sitting up, he settled the instrument in his lap and gave his lover a soft 
smile. "| believe you know this one," he said, and started to play a tune that Janick had heard only once before 
in his life. 

Janick's eyes grew wide as he stared at Dafydd. "I. you.. how did you know I'd know that?" he asked. 


‘I'm the one you heard playing it that time," Dafydd admitted. "I also suspect you wanted to seek out my 


people, since you found your way through the mists to our Realms." 


"That tune has haunted my dreams for years," Janick said. "I wasn't deliberately seeking out a way to the 
Realms, but it's true that | did hope | might once again be lucky enough to hear that tune once again" 


If you stay, I'll play it for you as often as you care to hear it," Dafydd said softly. "Just know that if you 
stay, you'll lose everything in your world." 


"le nothing left there," Janick said. "If | stay, I'll have new music to learn - and hopefully, I'll also have you." 


"You'll have me for as long as you want me," Dafydd said. "Will you stay, then?" 


"ll stay," Janick said, sealing that pledge with a tender kiss. 


